An Ancient Tragedy

brimmed over and rained down Mariota's
face.

In an instant Ludovick was beside her.
" My Dear One/3 he said, " this is a tragical
story;   but it happened thousands of years
agone in pagan ages.   I would not have you
weep over long-buried sorrows."

Mariota trembled. " Nay, I know not why,"
she said, " but when I look across the sea I
grieve for those unhappy lovers, and dread
lest spells be cast thus, even in our present
time. Not yet is Lucifer the Rebel, with his
evil spirits and dark necromancers, conquered
and thrust down into the dungeon-pit; and so,
at nights when the wind howls and the
sea lashes on the shore, oftentimes I am
afraid."

Ludovick embraced her silently, and spoke
gentle soothing words as to a child. But she
only shuddered the more.

" ' Ludovick, make me a promise; say c In
the name of God I promise/ "

'* Sweetest One; what would you bid me
promise ? "

" Promise," said Mariota vehemently, " that
if ever a wicked spell is cast upon me, if ever I
talk in wild words, and act in strange bewilder-
ing ways, you will forgive."

" Promise," said Ludovick. " By the Eternal
God I promise. But you will never be be-
witched. The warmth of my love protects
you,"